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me into C------'s character, which Mr* Bramble no
sooner understood, than he expressed some concern for
the connexion he had made, and resolved to disengage
himself from it without ceremony.
We are become members of the Society for the
Encouragement of the Arts, and have assisted at some
of their deliberations, which were conducted with equal
.spirit and sagacity. My uncle is extremely fond of
the institution, which will certainly be productive of
great advantages to the public, if, from its democratical
form, it does not degenerate into cabal and corruption.
You are already acquainted with his aversion to the
influence of the multitude, which he affirms, is incom-
patible with excellence, and subversive of order.
Indeed, his detestation of the mob has been heightened
by fear, ever since he fainted in the room at Bath.
And this apprehension has prevented him from going
to the little theatre in the Haymarket, and other places
of entertainment, to which, however, I have had the
honour to attend the ladies.
It grates old Squaretoes to reflect, that it is not in
his power to enjoy even the most elegant diversions of
the capital, without the participation of the vulgar;
for they now thrust themselves into all assemblies,
from a ridotto at St. James's, to a hop at Rotherhithe.
I have lately seen our old acquaintance Dick Ivy,
who we imagined had died of dram-drinking; but he
is lately emerged from the Fleet, by means of a pam-
phlet which he wrote and published against the govern-
ment with some success. The sale of this performance
enabled him to appear in clean linen, and he is BOW
going about soliciting subscriptions for his poems; bat
his bn&ches are not, yet in the most decent order.
Dick certainly deserves some countenance for his in-
trepidity and perseverance. It is not in the power of
disappointment, nor even of damnation, to drive him